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Ticket to Ride 


My suitcase was starting to drag on the ground. My arm was so tired from carrying it that | was starting to 
lose feeling in my fingers. But | could see the dim light of the bus stop shining through the misty rain that 
was falling around me. | was right on time, according to the watch my parents had bought me for my ITth 
birthday. The bus would be here in about 5 minutes. | made my way slowly to the bench under the glass 


roofing and plopped down on the wooden seat. 


Cars sped by, splashing the puddles collecting in the street. | was not alone in waiting for the Greyhound. There 
was a young family with two small children standing a few yards away, as well as an elderly black woman who 
was sitting on the other end of the bench. We all looked a bit soggy from the drizzle. | checked my watch 
again 3 minutes. | folded my arms over the bag resting in my lap and sighed. | watched people walk by our 
motley crew: 20-somethings making their way to the nearest bar, couples trekking to the diner around the 
corner, and a student who disappeared into the bookstore across the road. 2 minutes. The rain started to fall 
harder, pelting the roof of our small enclosure. The family shuffled in closer to avoid the moisture, still 
staying as far away from me and my fellow bench-rider as possible. Tourists. | minute. | heard quick footsteps 
behind me. | turned to see a young guy running towards us. He was carrying a small bag over his shoulder and 
ducked under the bus stop right next to me. He was wearing blue jeans and a ripped t-shirt, with black Chuck 
Taylors. His red hair hung down and barely brushed the top of his shoulders. He was facing away from me, so 


| couldn't see his face, but he had a small frame, with defined triceps and calf muscles. And what an ass. | 
turned to look at the woman sitting at the other end of the bench, and she raised her eyebrows at me. | had 
to fight to suppress a giggle. 


My inspection of our newcomer was interrupted by a large gray bus pulling up in front of us. Our group 
jostled in front of the closed door, and as soon as it swung open, we made our way up the stairs, handed our 
tickets to the driver, and stepped into the belly of the bus. It was empty aside from a man with a long dirty 
beard and a knit hat passed out against the window in the very back. | picked a seat near the middle and 
dropped my bag on the floor. | pulled out my cassette Walkman and pulled the headphones over my ears. This 
was going to be a long ride, so | had brought plenty of music. | shuffled through the Doors, the Beatles, Elton, 
Zeppelin, Aerosmith, and Bowie, finally selecting my favorite, Billy Joel. | jammed it in the player, shut the door, 
and pressed play. | closed my eyes and let my head fall back against the seat. | wasn't long before | was slowly 
fading into another world. 


"Well, we all have a face 
That we hide away forever, 
And we take them out and 
Show ourselves 


When everyone has gone." 


When | woke up, the sun was starting to rise up over the horizon. The sky was orange and pink and streaked 
with light, fluffy clouds. | stretched my arms back behind my head and turned to look around me. The man in 
the back of the bus had woken up and was staring out the window with his grimy forehead pressed firmly 
against the glass. We had picked up a few people as | had slept, and they were scattered around me. The family 
of four was up at the front, right behind the driver, asleep against each others’ shoulders. The elderly woman 
was a few rows ahead of me, and her gray head was bobbing with the motion of the bus. Directly across the 
aisle from me, the redheaded boy was huddled up in his seat, his legs pulled up to his chest, his eyes 
fluttering in his sleep. He was very attractive. He had a very strong jawline, and his nose ended in a sharp 
point. His eyebrows were furrowed as he slept, and his soft hair shook along with the rest of the bus. 


Suddenly, the driver slammed on the brakes, and everyone was shunted forward as we screeched to a halt. 
There was a commotion as everybody tried to figure out what had happened. | saw a deer scurry away into 
the surrounding field, her family galloping closely behind. Only in the Midwest. Everything calmed down again as 
we sped back up and fell into our old rhythm. 


| looked back across the aisle and found my attractive companion staring right back at me. | quickly looked to 
the front of the bus, embarrassed that | had been caught. A minute later, | snuck a peek out of the corner of 
my eye, trying not to turn my head too far, and thought | saw a smile creeping onto his face. He obviously 
knew | was looking. | decided to act like | was simply surveying the rest of the bus, and did another sweep of 
my surroundings. After that, | crouched down and pulled out my Beatles tape and swapped it for the Billy Joel. 


After about half an hour, | was curious again. | looked across the aisle, and had to do a double take when | 
realized that the seat was empty. We hadn't made another stop, so where had my handsome friend gone? | 
felt a tap on my shoulder and slowly turned to look behind me. 


Sticky Fingers 


It was the small boy from the American tourist family up at the front of the bus. His sticky fingers smelled 


like crayons and spaghetti sauce. 
"Hey, lady? What are you listening to?" He looked at my Walkman, 
" the Beatles," | answered, a little let down by my conversational partner. 


"Oh." He paused, letting this new information sink in. "I like beetles," He smiled and his piggy little finger crept up 
to his face, poking its way into his nose. 


"Jeremy! What have | told you about talking to strangers? And picking your nose?" The boy's mother marched 
back to us and swept him up in an easy motion. "I'm sorry about that," she addressed me, and then made her 


way back up to the front. 


"No problem," | muttered under my breath. | turned back to face the front, and saw where my handsome 
travelling companion had disappeared to. He was speaking with the driver. After a minute or so, they finished 
whatever they were talking about, and then he strode back to his seat. Again, he caught me watching, and 
leaned across the aisle to say, 


"We're about an hour out of St. Louis." 


"Oh" | felt my face get hot. "Thanks." 
"Yep." He gave me an obligatory grin, twisted back into his curled up position and closed his eyes. 


| mentally slapped myself in the face. | covered my ears with my headphones again and tried to blend into my 


seat cushion. 


"Someone to love, 
Somebody new. 
Someone to love, 


Someone like you." 


The bus pulled to a smooth stop in front of a beat-up old sign outside the station. Everyone poured out and 
dispersed along the sidewalk. | had another bus to catch that would be there in about 45 minutes, so | ambled 
inside and tried to find a seat in the waiting area. There were people bustling back and forth, phones ringing, 
and babies crying. | decided to use the restroom first, and took my time doing so. Eventually, | made my way 
back to the lobby. | sat down, slid my suitcase under my feet, and perched my small purse in my lap. | had 


been sitting for about a minute when | felt my seat shift as someone sat next to me. | was surprised to see 


the redhead. 

"So where ya headed?" He asked, turning to look me in the eyes. 

"Uh..California" | said. "Los Angeles." 

"Small world. Me, too." He leaned back, pulled a cigarette from his pocket, and lit up. "You want one?" He offered. 
"Ah, no. Thanks, though." 

| watched him inhale and then slowly expel the smoke from his lips. 

"So, why are you ditching Lafayette?" He crossed his ankles and looked back at me. 

"Eh, it's not really ditching as much as arriving somewhere else. | don't mind it there," | explained. 
"So, why are you arriving somewhere else?" He smirked. 

"Actually, | want to be an actress." | raised my eyebrows, waiting for his retort. 

"Mmm, interesting." 


"How about you? Why are you ditching?" | was genuinely curious. He had very little with him. Just a small sack 
that could have fit easily into a pillow case. 


I'm a musician," he took another drag of his cigarette. "I wanna start a band. Actually, | already have a friend 
in LA. | just gotta hook up with him and we can get our act going.” The smoke sifted out of his mouth as he 
talked, billowing and floating to the ceiling. 


"That's cool. What kind of music do you wanna play?" 


"Think like Aerosmith meets Nazareth meets The Stones." He gestured with his hands in the air, probably 


setting an invisible marquee. 
"That sounds..interesting. Actually that sounds really interesting. Do you know anything about LA.?" 


"No. But once | get there | figure I'll be able to get the hang of it. Plus Izzy can help me. He's my friend who 


used to live in Indiana, too." 
"Nice. | wish | had someone to help me once | get there. | have absolutely no idea what l'm doing," | admitted. 


"Yeah, but at least you're doing something. Ya know? You're not just sitting in the same old spot dreaming 


about a life you could have had. You're making it happen" He paused. "You have much acting experience?" 
"Uh, not really. I've been in some church plays and stuff, but nothing serious. l'm hoping that | can maybe take 
some classes or something. Start out small and work my way up. Do you have much..musical experience?” | 


asked. "What is it you wanna do anyway? | don't see a guitar case." 


‘lm a singer. | grew up singing in the church choir. Me and my brother and sister used to be a group and we'd 


entertain the coots. Sing ‘em a little ditty." He grinned and | felt my mouth form into a mirroring smile. 
"That sounds like fun," | said. 


"Yeah. But now | wanna do something for real. | wanna make serious music, and hopefully someday become 


famous. I'm sure you have similar aspirations." 

"Somewhat," | admitted. "As long as I'm good enough." 

"I think that's what we're all trying to figure out, isn't it?" 

| sighed. "Yeah, | guess you're right.” 

A crackly voice sounded over the throng of people: "Now boarding, one-way to Los Angeles." 


We both jumped. The time had flown by. We picked up our things, stood up, and made our way outside. Idling 
there was the bus that was about to take us to the next chapter of our lives. 


And the story. 


